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THOMAS BURNAM: …and welcome to the fifth annual Nine Mae Kellogg awards and lecture. 
Because of an unfortunate traffic accident—not, luckily, serious—Mrs. Nelson is unable to be 
here, and Dr. E. Dean Anderson, administrative assistant to the President of the University, will 
fill in for her. And I’ll introduce now Dr. Anderson. 
 
E. DEAN ANDERSON: Earlier today, we heard that a student we were expecting at a certain 
meeting couldn’t appear because of an accident, and we thought it was then—an automobile 
accident—and now we hear about Ms. Nelson, and I think we should do something about giving 
up cars and driving completely, and everybody should become an urbanite like me and walk 
five blocks from home to the university. Some of you don’t think I’m serious; I am. That was my 
greatest contribution to Portland State: the day I sold my car and gave up my parking slot. 
[laughter]  
 
Every department of this university would, you may be sure, like to present distinguished 
visiting lecturers from time to time, and to recognize academic excellence through awards to 
worthy students. Through the interest and philanthropy of a donor who wishes to remain 
anonymous, our English department is able, each year, to realize these dreams, this being the 
fifth such happy occasion. If I may read to you a short section from a message which was sent 
by President Millar to the original selection and lecture committee in ’64, I think you will get the 
sense of the purpose of this series. “The lecture is to deal,” he said, “with language, conceived 
in the broadest sense of the term. The bequest itself simply indicates that it is to be a lecture on 
language, but the donor has indicated very clearly to me that he does not by any means intend 
that the word be construed in a narrow sense, such as might refer to linguistics or philology or 
the teaching of language. It is intended to apply to any significant considerations in the field of 
language and literature, not excluding sociological or anthropological studies and viewpoints, 
for instance. I’m sure you will agree with me that the lack of restriction is a desirable 
circumstance, and I am sure that we may be grateful for the opportunity of latitude in the 
search for a speaker with something of significance to say to an academic and public audience.” 
 
The Kellogg lecture and awards are also trailblazing in that they honor the memory of a woman, 
and I am sorry to say that that is not a usual practice in the academic community. It is a 
pleasure for me, as a representative of the university and of the development foundation, on 
this occasion to acknowledge with gratitude the generosity and vision of the donor, and to say 
how happy we are to be the hosts of our well-known speaker, and to bestow upon two superior 
female students tokens in proof of their high scholastic achievement. 
 
I now would like to read a very short description of the instructions that go out with respect to 
the awards themselves. The sentence is that they are to be given for general excellence to girls 
majoring in English, one about to graduate and one a sophomore. We have today two young 
ladies who have so distinguished themselves, and I’m very happy to present to them each a 
certificate which says “This certifies that Beverly Sue Bernt has been selected for general 
excellence as a senior girl majoring in English,” and “This certifies that Deanne Westbrook has 
been selected for excellence as a senior girl majoring in English.” And there’s some mad money 
in each envelope, which probably makes it… [turns away from microphone, speaks in 
background] [applause] 
 
BURNAM: Thank you very much. I think we can be assured of a picture of at least one of our 
winners this year, because her husband turns out to be editor of the Vanguard, our student 
newspaper for next year. I trust he won’t show such favoritism as not to get Mrs. Westbrook’s 
picture also! [laughing] 
 
I am very happy to be able to introduce our speaker today, Dr. Frank Huntley, whose 
background is so fascinating that I will try to avoid the temptation to take time that is rightfully 
his. I will give you, in brief, some of the information provided us by the University of Michigan. 
Dr. Huntley was born in China, as a matter of fact, near Hangzhou, spent his first seventeen 
years there, including two years at the Shanghai America high school. After moving to the 
United States, he finished his high school work at Oberlin, Ohio, receiving his Bachelor of Arts 
cum laude from Oberlin College, and his Master of Arts and Ph.D. from the University of 
Chicago. He has served as an instructor in English at Washington University in St. Louis, and has 
also acted in the same capacity at Oberlin College. He has spent a good deal of time in Japan as 
well as China, having journeyed there to begin a stay of six years as professor of English at a 
university in Kyoto which I will permit him to pronounce. He has, during that period, published 
three books, became a member of the Association of Foreign Teachers in Japan, and indeed a 
member of its council. He has spent time also in England while on sabbatical leave, has received 
a Fulbright fellowship to Japan, and is by the way, also a publishing scholar in seventeenth-
century English literature; is indeed this country’s, and I daresay the world’s, leading authority 
on Sir Thomas Browne. He is currently a professor of English at the University of Michigan and 
is also, I might say, very active in a special, richly endowed program which they have for 
Oriental students who attend the university. Dr. Huntley. [applause] 
 
FRANK HUNTLEY: Thank you very much, Dr. Burnam. First of all, may I congratulate the two 
young ladies on winning this prize, and next to say how honored I am to be selected as the 
lecturer in the series of the Nina Mae Kellogg lectureship and awards. And how happy Mrs. 
Huntley and I have been these last few days, when, thanks to our kind hosts, we have enjoyed 
the most beautiful weather, the most remarkable coastal scenery, and a trip down the 
Columbia gorge, and a trip to Mt. Hood, and this, our first experience in Oregon has made us 
want to stay here. Michigan, indeed, might be able to produce automobiles, but it can’t 
produce the sunshine and the flowers and the sea coast and the happiness of people such as 
we have experienced in these few days. 
 
We people in English think that we are the most important members of any university faculty. 
And this is quite true! [laughter] We are. Despite the fact that almost every discipline thinks of 
itself as being the very center of the entire academic enterprise, I remember a story told by 
John Wilson, the great Egyptologist at the University of Chicago, concerning his young son, 
eight years old. On a rainy Saturday afternoon, the lad was winding bandages which he had 
stolen from the medical cabinets and medicine cabinets; he was winding bandages around 
clothespins, these old-fashioned clothespins, and putting these white-bandaged clothespins 
very carefully in rows. And his mother said, “John, what are you doing?” And he said, “I’m 
making mummies.” And she said, “Whatever for?” He said, “Mother. Can’t you see that I’m 
building a university?” [laughter] Well, if Egyptology is such a central discipline, how fortunate 
we in English are, where we can take almost every aspect of human thought, human feeling, 
human experience, and language into our control and into our own experience, into our 
attempt to teach, and in our attempt to create. 
 
So, that’s one reason why I’ve chosen this very peculiar title, “The Harmonious Discord of 
Words,” which must have puzzled some of you. It certainly did puzzle a reporter on the 
Oregonian, who called Sir Thomas Browne a great English poet, but nevertheless, “the 
harmonious discord of words” means a very ancient thing in literature and in human 
experience. That is, that we are constantly faced with disparates, with opposites, with things 
that will not gel because of the terrific opposition and conflict between them, and yet, the 
insistence on the part of the artist to bring these two things together, to make concord out of 
discord. In fact, to deal especially by means of words with harmonious discord, or discordant 
harmony. My title, therefore, is nothing but a translation of an ancient Latin phrase, “discordia 
concors,” or, sometimes, “concors discordia,” and those of who have read Dr. Johnson, 
especially his Life of Cowley, where Dr. Johnson is talking about the metaphysical poets, you 
may remember Dr. Johnson says that John Donne and his fellow poets deal with a kind of 
discordia concors, or violently yoking disparates together. So, this is the meaning of my title, 
since, as I said at the beginning, opposition is the way of life, and opposition or conflict is the 
way of literature. And the struggle in life, beginning perhaps with that struggle of the newborn 
infant to take that first vital breath, and the fight for our own personal integrity, the fight of 
man against nature, the fight of the individual against society, the fight between form and un-
form, or between chaos and cosmos, these fights go on all about us, and it is the artist who has 
to fight for us. This is why you and I need art. That kind of concord out of the discord which is 
life itself. So the poet’s business is to search for that kind of language which can embrace these 
often inchoate, often conflicting experiences. Polarities, if you will. 
 
So, like every good sermon, my talk this afternoon will fall into three parts. First, I want to say 
something in general about that kind of language, mainly metaphor, symbol, emblem, which 
embraces, not simply describes; but that kind of language which embraces the meaning which 
it has within itself. Then in the middle part, I will go into a little more detail on two methods in 
the history of literature for securing harmony out of discord, and possibly ending up—since Dr. 
Burnam has already told you that there’s some Oriental blood in my veins—with a little 
universal experience that goes beyond our own language, our own society. 
 
All right then, in the first place, poetry is essentially metaphor. Prose, we might say, is often 
simile. And the difference between metaphor and simile is not, I think, as most of our 
handbooks teach us, that in simile we say, “Michael swims like a fish”—that’s simile—but 
“Michael is a regular fish,” that’s metaphor. No, when you have two terms like that, they are 
always simile, and you’re simply setting up a structure of analogy, saying one term is like 
another term. And the grammatical difference between is a fish or is like a fish is almost 
insignificant. Metaphor, rather than being “Michael is a fish,” is to assume that Michael is a fish 
and then to use, by a strange distortion, a part of a fish, and secure that part of a fish onto a 
man. This is why so many metaphors are verbs. They’re not “Michael is a fish,” they’re verbs, 
so, for example, “The ship rides at anchor,” you recognize the metaphor as the verb “rides.” 
Well, I’m not saying that the ship is like a man on horseback, or the ship is a man on horseback, 
I’m simply saying “the ship rides at anchor,” and by that very verb “rides,” I’m giving you the 
feeling of the undulating motion, of the gracefulness, of the nobility, perhaps; all of these things 
bound up in one word like “rides,” which embraces the meaning. That, it seems to me, is the 
essence of poetry. That metaphorically, we don’t say that the world is like an animal; we say, or 
we assume, that the world is animate, and that we are feeling the liveliness in things 
themselves, and are using language in such a way as to impinge the experience of animation 
upon what are essentially inanimate things. 
 
This has been very common in literature, of course, from the very beginning. And in the Middle 
Ages and also in the Renaissance, there were books and books of beasts and of flowers, the 
medieval bestiaries and the medieval herbals. And these being rewritten, brought up to date all 
through the Renaissance, these were treasure troves for your poets and for your artists. For 
example, and a very nice paperback for anybody interested in the bestiary, is T.H. White’s little 
paperback called The Bestiary, full of humor, full of wisdom, full of philosophy, but it just shows 
you how often Shakespeare, Spencer, John Donne, Milton, all the other poets that you and I 
know, just fastened animated meaning onto inanimate things, very often drawing these 
meanings from the books of flowers, the books of beasts. For example, you remember in 
Othello, Shakespeare gives Othello a handkerchief with a strawberry design. This handkerchief 
had been embroidered by Othello’s mother in the dark of the moon, and it was a strawberry 
design. Well, Shakespeare’s audience knew as soon as it was a “strawberry design” what it 
means; you couldn’t open up an emblem book without seeing a strawberry—a beautiful plant, 
a beautiful fruit—but always poking its head up through the leaves, the head of a snake. 
Always, the head of a snake. You couldn’t see a strawberry plant without the head of a snake. 
So naturally—no, I don’t mean naturally, I mean artistically—Shakespeare would give Othello a 
handkerchief embroidered with a strawberry plant, where on the surface it’s so beautiful, so 
lovely, so fruitful, but watch out! Pain […] is bound to come. So you and I sitting, hearing 
Othello, reading Othello in a Shakespeare class, have to go back to this kind of history of 
metaphor, and we must recreate the kinds of feelings which Shakespeare’s audience took 
immediately in their stride. 
 
Part of this whole tradition is the hieroglyph or the emblem, and these two words are used 
interchangeably. The hieroglyph, as you recognize, is Egyptian writing; well, the Renaissance 
became fascinated with Egyptian writing. They didn’t understand Egyptian writing very well; it 
took Champollion 300 years later to decipher what these Egyptian hieroglyphs really mean. But 
the Renaissance spent a great deal of its time reading texts, and they discovered these 
hieroglyphs and they pored over them; they assumed, quite rightly, that the children of Israel 
had lived in Egypt for over four hundred years and that, having been in Egypt all that time, they 
must have brought into their own language the hieroglyphic patterns of speech, patterns of 
feeling that are Egyptian. So, the Renaissance then re-read the Bible, re-read Moses as a poet. 
They re-read St. Paul as a rhetorician. They were interested in textual analysis and reading the 
Bible as a great poetic masterpiece made of up hieroglyphic intentions, hieroglyphic meanings. 
It really is the kind of reading that most of us today give to the Bible. That the Bible is not to be 
taken in its literal truth, but that the Bible is essentially true as a poem, and that Moses—it was 
assumed that Moses wrote the first five books of the Old Testament—that Moses was a poet 
and was using the kind of hieroglyphic imagination that he had learned in Egypt. 
 
What do I mean? Well, for example, there is a hieroglyph like that [drawing on chalkboard] 
which is a mat. That is a common mat. And then, on top of the mat, you put a ceremonial cake. 
When you see a picture of a mat with a ceremonial cake on it, then the gist of this means 
“conciliation.” Conciliation. Well, this doesn’t describe the meaning. That word [tapping on 
chalkboard] embraces the meaning. This is really language. It’s not a bunch of mathematical 
symbols or a bunch of musical notations, nor even a bunch of sounds arbitrarily arranged in 
phonology. It is a picture, and it is what it means. That is the hieroglyph. The hieroglyph, then, 
and the emblem, became so important in the Renaissance that you and I can hardly read a 
poem without reference to some kind of emblem, some kind of hieroglyphic meaning. John 
Donne, for example, had as his personal hieroglyph—and almost every Renaissance gentleman 
had a personal hieroglyph, it was called an impreza. Impreza. And they were usually made into 
signet rings, and when you sent a letter, you poured wax on the seal and then you sealed it with 
your signet ring; this was your impreza, this was your personal emblem. John Donne’s family 
emblem was a sheaf of snakes, he called it “a sheaf of snakes.” Then, when John Donne became 
converted to Christianity, he took his same family emblem and he changed the stick which had 
the snakes entwined about it [drawing on chalkboard]… he changed the stick to a cross. And 
that is really in Moses, because some of you remember the famous painting by Rubens of 
Moses and his brother Aron lifting the snakes when they were competing with Pharaoh’s 
magicians, and the rods with which they were lifting the snakes were shaped like crosses. And 
then what John Donne did was to put an anchor… [drawing] 
 
So, what is he doing? He said this to his friend George Herbert, and he wrote a poem in Latin, 
about how he changed his “pagan” emblem into a Christian intention. But why the snakes? 
Well, the snakes are a magical beast; they represent not only evil, they also represent good in 
and by themselves. As you can see over and over again in the iconography of European art, the 
snake is both evil and good, often out of the evil coming good. Also, the snake, you remember, 
brought about the Fall, but the seed of the woman shall bring about the bruising of that 
serpent’s head… all of these meanings are in there. The snake also is related to Hermes, 
Mercury, the medicine god. He becomes the sign of Aesculapius; therefore, the medical sign, 
even today, on the back of a doctor’s automobile you’ll see the same kind of emblem, the same 
hieroglyph, because of the curative powers of the serpent. Being medical, the serpent therefore 
means “salve,” s-a-l-v-e, and the word “salve” is related to “salvation.” Well, I don’t want to go 
any further; all I’m doing is paraphrasing a poem by John Donne, which begins and is and ends 
with the explanation of an emblem or a hieroglyph. 
 
So, some of the books, and you must have them in the Portland University library—Portland 
State University library—books on emblems. Alciati is a famous one, […] is a famous one, and, 
next time you read Milton, next time you read Shakespeare, next time you read John Donne or 
any of these poets, look up some of these emblems! Get the pictures in mind, because they 
illustrate the poem, which is being written, very often, about them. 
 
These emblems were popular because they were mysterious, they were suggestive, they were 
dark, dark; and the Renaissance was very fond of “dark Africa,” “darkest Africa.” Some of the 
great church fathers came out of Africa. Alexandria. St. Augustine. Jerome. All of these church 
fathers had within them this kind of writing, and this is one of the reasons for their great 
popularity during the whole of the Renaissance. It comes, essentially, I think, from Plato, way 
back, and it is written into Christian thought and Christian feeling. One of the great neo-
Platonists [writing on chalkboard] you’ll come across over and over again is Hermes 
Trismegistus. Hermes Trismegistus, Hermes Trismegistus, as perhaps you know, never existed. 
He is a mythological neo-Platonist. I have seen manuscripts written by Hermes Trismegistus 
over a 1400-year period; they’re all signed “Hermes Trismegistus.” If anybody wanted to write 
neo-Platonically about emblems and hieroglyphs, naturally he would sign his manuscript 
“Hermes Trismegistus.” Well, Milton writes, you remember, two poems, “L’Allegro” and “Il 
Penseroso,” and in each one of these poems he gives his hero reading matter—you’ve got to 
have a reading list—and what do you think Il Penseroso, the contemplative man reads? Only 
two books. That’s all the Renaissance contemplative man needs. Plato and Hermes 
Trismegistus. If you’ve got those two books in your study, you don’t need to read any more. “Or 
let my lamp at midnight hour / Be seen in some high, lonely tower / Where I may oft out-watch 
the Bear / With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere / The spirit of Plato, to unfold / What worlds 
or what vast regions hold / The immortal mind, that hath forsook / Her mansion in this fleshly 
nook.”1 
 
And so, Milton, in the seventeenth century, was writing his poetry. And Sir Thomas Browne, in 
the seventeenth century, was writing in prose, but they’re both writing exactly the same kinds 
of language. They’re writing this sort of metaphorical, emblematic, hieroglyphical language that 
embraces what it says and refuses merely to describe what it means. A book by Sir Thomas 
Browne called Religio Medici, for example, is essentially metaphor. He starts with a definition of 
God. Sir Thomas Browne says, “I don’t like all of these abstract definitions of God written by 
theologians; I can’t understand them. Being a poet, I’ve got to have something concrete.” And 
incidentally, poets don’t write about love. They write about the smell of a woman’s hair. Poetry 
is your most concrete language; it’s science that is abstract. But Browne, then, starts out with a 
definition of God. He says, “I liked that definition of God by Hermes Trismegistus: God is a circle 
whose center is everywhere and whose circumference is nowhere.” What? Deus est sphaera, 
cuius centrum est nullam, circumferentia est, est, est… and so on and so on.2 A famous 
definition of God by Hermes Trismegistus. At least, they say it’s by Hermes Trismegistus. What 
does it mean? Well, it means that the center of the circle is where God stands; and we’re 
coming, I suppose, to a famous poem by John Donne called “Valediction: Forbidding 
Mourning”; it’s a compass with a foot in the center and the other foot drawing a circle. The 
circle represents infinity. It is the alpha and omega; a circle has no beginning, no end; a circle 
naturally is the symbol or the emblem or the hieroglyph of eternity. That central spot 
represents not eternity, but wisdom. God’s wisdom. Everywhere you look, you will find God’s 
wisdom, but eternity you will find not in this life. Not in this world. Eternity is somewhere 
outside. 
 
                                                             
1 John Milton, “Il Penseroso” (1646). 
2 “Deus est sphaera, cuius centrum est ubique, circumferentia nusquam.” “God is an infinite sphere whose centre is everywhere 
and whose circumference is nowhere.” [Book of the 24 Philosophers] 
And then what happens? Then, this dot is stretched, [writing on chalkboard] and what have we 
got here except a Greek theta? A Greek theta. And all the way through Browne’s writing, he 
keeps talking about the theta. But why? Well, the theta is bound up in sort of an anagram. 
These people loved anagrams; if you could get a kind of anagrammatic intention wound up in 
this pictorial ability, then you’ve just got something extra. Well, as you can see… [writing on 
chalkboard] part of this is theos, and part of this is… “theos” means God, “thanatos” means 
death. This circle means God, and this right line means mortality. Immortality versus mortality. 
How can these two oppositions be brought together? Well, one way to bring them together is 
to bring them together in an emblem and make them fit. This is what inspired Wordsworth in 
his great “Ode on Intimations of Immortality,” from recollections of early childhood. We are 
born here, and we travel along this line and we die here, but this is our westward journey, as 
Wordsworth reminds us, by the doctrine of recollection we’ve got to think back! We are not 
born in utter nakedness, but trailing clouds of glory; do we come from God, who is our home. 
 
And we haven’t begun to exhaust the possibilities of a simple, little theta, and the numbers of 
poems that have been written around and about that simple little theta. Well, Sir Thomas 
Browne is not content with a simple little theta; he, in two of his most famous works, Urn Burial 
and Garden of Cyrus, insists on making a theta into solid geometry. That is plane geometry. This 
is solid geometry. And what did Browne mean by this? As he made a theta, you look at it that 
way: you see God, the perfect circle; you see man, the right line. Then you turn it around and 
you see the meeting of immortality and mortality in the Greek kai, which stands for the cross, 
which stands for the incarnation and that Jesus Christ the son of God, or the symbol that 
intends that moment in history when immortality became mortality, when God took on himself 
flesh; and here is a whole reading. But Sir Thomas Browne’s poetic, Renaissance, hieroglyphic, 
emblematic mind just kept spinning and spinning and spinning on that kind of language, 
language which embraces its meaning. 
 
So, in those two works, as I was just describing them, the first work is Urn Burial. That’s 
mortality. The second work is the Garden of Cyrus. That’s immortality. Mortality—Urn Burial is 
about death. It’s about the ending of things. The Garden of Cyrus is about life. The Urn Burial is 
full of doubt; it’s full of the inability to be able to date these dead bones that have been dug up 
by a farmer’s plow. What can we do? says Browne. If there were only a coin in one of these 
urns, then I could be able to date it. Who were these people? Were they Anglos, were they 
Saxons? Were they Romans? When were they burnt? What does this funereal business of pots 
and charred bones and a little piece of opal and various silver instruments inside a shattered 
urn, what do these mean? We don’t know. In this life, knowledge is closed. Knowledge is 
limited. Man cannot know everything. Man is not allowed, perhaps, to know everything. 
Browne was a scientist; Browne wasn’t afraid of knowledge. He said there is no sanctum 
sanctorum in philosophy. Anything goes! But yet, he knows that his mind, being finite, is closed. 
And from that moment, after that famous fifth chapter in Urn Burial, “Now, since these dead 
bones have already outlasted the living ones of Methuselah, and in a yard underground with 
thin walls of clay, outlasted the drums and tramplings of three conquests; what prince might 
promise such diuturnity unto his relics, or who might not proudly say, sic ego componi versus in 
ossa velim.”3 Sounds like Browne. 
 
So far, then, I’ve come to the end of my introduction, which is that kind of language which 
embraces disparates in a single meaning, which makes out of discordia a certain kind of 
concordia, which is the poet’s business. I come now, in a little more detail, to two major modes, 
one of which I’ve already described, which I call the Renaissance, the Platonic mode. But the 
other one, which was so common in the eighteenth century: Dr. Johnson, on the metaphysical 
poets, said, you remember: “Donne has a kind of discordia concors, a combination of dissimilar 
images or discovery of occult resemblances in things apparently unlike. Donne brings the most 
heterogeneous ideas together by yoking—yoking!—them by violence together.” And yet, when 
we read Alexander Pope, when we read the eighteenth century, and we are told by by Maynard 
Mack and Earl Wasserman and other twentieth-century critics that the eighteenth century is 
filled with concordia discors, what are we to make of this? 
 
Both Johnson and Donne, both Alexander Pope and John Milton, using concordia discors—or 
discors concordia—they are talking of the same thing, or are they talking of the same thing? 
Well, in the history of concordia discors, which is really world harmony—in the history of 
philosophy, this is called “the search for world harmony”—and as soon as you say world 
harmony, you are assuming that there is disharmony, that you’re searching for the harmony 
within disharmony. Well, in the history of the idea of world harmony, Leo Spitzer, late of Johns 
Hopkins, proves that it is one of the oldest, one of the most ancient, persistent concepts in 
Western thinking. From Empedocles, Heraclitus, Plato, Aristotle, Ovid, Horace, Augustine, 
Dante, Shakespeare, […], John Donne, George Herbert, and many more. But despite the great 
sharing of world harmony by so many, which one of us cannot immediately note a difference 
between John Donne and Sir John Denham? If both came under the influence of world 
harmony, the question now is, what accounts for the change in the kind of wit that so obviously 
has taken place between the seventeenth century in England and the eighteenth century in 
England? 
 
Well, taking my cue from the discordia concors which they share, I shall distinguish between 
two different kinds of world harmony. And then, perhaps, illustrate these before we pass on to 
the last part. The purpose of Spitzer’s article on world harmony is to join rather than to 
distinguish, so that we can see the development of this great theme of the search for world 
harmony. And yet, his very title is a dichotomy. “Classical and Christian ideas of world 
harmony.” Classical and Christian ideas of world harmony. From the history emerged two 
different molds. First, the classical foundation, and then the Christian edifice that is built on 
that classical foundation. One pattern imitates the balance, the natural balance between the 
                                                             
3 Sir Thomas Browne, Hydrotaphia, Urn Burial (1658). 
elements of fission and fusion which we find in nature. The other pattern, more daringly, 
combines a lower value into a higher value in order to achieve a third, or the highest value. 
 
The first pattern is Empedoclean, and it consists of twos and fours. The second pattern, the 
Platonic Christian pattern, is often… often exists in twos… in threes, and fives, and sevens. One 
seems to be dealing in even numbers, the other in odd numbers. Now, Augustan wit, 
eighteenth-century wit, yielded to the less mysterious number four. There are four seasons, 
four directions, four elements, four humors, four secondary causes, four suits in a deck of cards. 
There are also four Georgics by Virgil, four books of Horace—two of epistles, two of his 
satires—four speakers in Dryden’s essay on dramatic poesy, four parts to Pope’s Essay on Man, 
four books in Pope’s […] Dunciad, four books in Gulliver’s Travels, etc., etc., etc. A classical 
concept, began with Empedocles, and here, I’ve tried to illustrate it here. […] [turns away from 
microphone to write on board] the elements which are opposed to each other, and yet 
elements also which are harmonized with each other. So air is the opposite of earth, water is 
the opposite of fire. These are discordia. But air and fire are made concordia because they are 
both hot and dry, and earth and water are made concordia because they are both cold and wet, 
and so we’ve got oppositions and harmonies coming together. And this pattern, Empedocles 
tells us, was built into nature by the demiurge, by the great creator himself. […] in the biological 
pattern, which is fashioned after it: the four humors, we have exactly the same thing. The 
melancholy and the choleric and the phlegmatic, etc., etc.; elements and qualities that are 
disparate and at the same time harmonious, describing in one case nature itself, and in the 
other case, man, the body of man as he is made by the creator out of nature. 
 
So, this is the classical pattern. We find Ovid, for example, saying “vapor umidus omnes res 
creat, et discors concordia fetibus [apta] est,” and Dr. Johnson knew his Ovid. This passage was 
translated by John Dryden: “For heat, and moisture, when in bodies joined, / The temper that 
results from either kind / Conception makes; and fighting ‘til they mix, their mingled atoms in 
each other fix. / Thus nature’s hand the genial bed prepares / with friendly discord…” Friendly 
discord; that’s John Dryden.4 Again, Marcus Manilius wrote a famous book called Astronomica, 
and A.E. Housman, the great poet, spent his life editing the Latin texts of Manilius. And in 
Manilius’ great poem, we have again an emphasis upon discordia concors. The poem was very 
popular; it was translated in, for example, in 1675 by Nathaniel Brooke; it was translated again 
in 1697 by Thomas Creech, published by Jacob Tonson, who was, as you know, Pope’s 
publisher. So this became very popular in the eighteenth century: this classical pattern which is 
built into nature from its foundation, which is a principle of balance, a principle of perfect 
balance. 
 
The business of the classical poet is to imitate nature. The classical poet, therefore, will imitate 
the balance which he finds in nature. So Virgil, the perfect type of the carefully controlled 
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classical poet, divided his poems into twos or into fours. The Aeneid, you remember, is divided 
into two halves, the Iliadic half versus and concordant with the Odyssean half. Virgil’s four 
Georgics—four Georgics—are, again, divided. The first two are about planting, the second two 
are about breeding. The first two are planting big versus small; the second about breeding big 
versus small. Well, here you’ve got the principle of qualities and elements in discord and in 
concord built into a great classical poem by Virgil himself. 
 
The other mode I’ve already introduced. The other mode is the Platonic Christian mode. An 
early definition of it appears in Plato’s Timaeus, but it consists of two opposites, one of which 
initially is of a lower value and the other of which is initially of a higher value, and then a kind of 
a raising up of the lower value into the higher value—and when you read Plato, you always feel 
that Plato’s kind of trying to lift you by your own bootstraps—a lifting up of the lower value into 
the higher value to create a third! A combination of these two disparates, which is more 
valuable than either one taken separately. This is the Platonic, Christian mode of discordia 
concors or concordia discors.  
 
See if I can’t make it clear by an illustration. I’ll take the male students at Portland State 
University; and being Platonic, I will dichotomize immediately and I’ll say, “Oh yes. There are 
two types of male student at Portland State University. On the one hand, you’ve got your 
gentlemen. They are wonderful fellows. They know how to dress well; they wear Brooks 
Brothers suits; they know what to do when their partner bids four no trumps; they know most 
of the wines of Europe, and shall I say California? They know how to dance well. These are the 
gentlemen at Portland State University. On the other hand, there is a second type. In my book, 
they are better, because these students are illustrating the function for which the university 
was founded. These are the scholars. They are going to get a Phi Beta Kappa key. They’re going 
to win a Woodrow Wilson scholarship. They’re going to get fellowships which will take them 
very swiftly through their Ph.D. There are scholars at Portland State University. Now, girls, 
there’s a third type, and, virgins, if you want to marry the best husband of all, marry the scholar 
gentleman. Or the gentleman scholar. Both of these is rare, is rare. Both of them in one! We’re 
not going to do away with one; we’re not going to balance one against the other; we’re going to 
combine them. And again, though I might have made a silly illustration, you can see how 
important this is to the whole Christian thought. Body and soul: not discounting the body, not 
discounting the soul, but achieving a kind of harmony between these two elements which seem 
to be at war one with the other, the flesh versus the spirit, the spirit versus the flesh, making 
harmony out of them. So, from Plato and from Christianity, this pattern has gone into poetry 
and has emerged in the Renaissance. 
 
So, illustrations are all around us; I don’t want to bore you with too many of them, but you 
can’t read eighteenth-century poems without coming across this kind of Empedoclean balance. 
Almost everything in the eighteenth century has got to be not too much of that, not too much 
of this, but right down the center, the Golden Mean, a combination of these two in a carefully 
balanced way. You all remember Sir John Denham’s famous apostrophe to the Thames, “Oh, 
might I flow like thee, and make thy stream / My great example, as it is my theme! / Though 
deep, yet clear, though gentle, yet not dull, / Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full.”5 
Not too much of that, not too much of this, not too much of that, not too much of this, but this 
is the ideal concordia made from essential discordia that the eighteenth-century poetic 
discovered about itself. 
 
John Dryden offered a prize of a hundred pounds to any of his contemporary poets who could 
come up with four lines as beautiful as those lines which I just read. He never had to give the 
prize, I think possibly because he was the sole judge of the contest, but nevertheless, we have 
dozens of imitations of these lines. Everybody tried his hand. This is poetry par excellence. 
Here’s an imitation by Pope: “Unbiased, or by favor or by spite: / Not dully prepossessed, nor 
blindly right; / Though learned, well-bred; though well-bred, sincere; / Modestly bold. and 
humanly severe.”6 The balance, the cross, the chiastic principle, the correlatives and the 
antitheses, exactly as we have them in the Empedoclean pattern of elements and qualities that 
cross each other. 
 
So, that other world of harmony, which I’ve already introduced, illustrated by Donne and 
Herbert, is an upward struggle and not a balancing; it’s an upward struggle from a lower entity 
into a higher entity in order to achieve what Donne calls a “new concoction,” a favorite phrase 
of John Donne’s. Poets of the metaphysical frame of mind didn’t wait for the balance of nature 
to invade their souls. The metaphysical poets, by acts of will, forced an order out of chaos, even 
if, like John Donne, they had to rape language in order to achieve the concordia from the 
discordia of experience. And this process takes time rather than space. It is in time rather than 
in space. And it is never easy. It is always a struggle. A good illustration, perhaps, is George 
Herbert’s “Easter.” “Rise heart; thy Lord is risen. Sing his praise / without delays, / Who takes 
thee by the hand, that thou likewise / with him mayst rise: / That, as his death calcined thee to 
dust, / his life may make thee gold, and much more, just. / Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy 
part / with all thy art. / The cross thought all wood to resound his name, / Who bore the same. 
/ His stretched sinews taught all strings, what key / is best to celebrate this most high day. / 
Consort both heart and lute, and twist a song / pleasant and long: / Or, since all music is but 
three parts vied / and multiplied, / O let thy blessed spirit bear a part, / and make up our 
defects with his sweet art.”7 That’s not Alexander Pope, that’s George Herbert. They’re both 
dealing with discordia concors or concordia discors; Alexander Pope takes a classical principle 
and George Herbert and John Donne take the Platonic, Christian principle. 
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6 Alexander Pope, “An Essay on Criticism,” part 3 (1709). 
7 George Herbert, “Easter” (1655) 
Now, finally. To conclude with perhaps a few universal examples, the poetic that is not logic, 
but that kind of poetic that consists of words which embrace its meaning and struggle along 
with the reader to achieve that concord: this isn’t confined to Aristotle or Plato or Christianity 
or German or Latin or French or Spanish or Western thinking. It is almost universal. Chinese, for 
example, is a wonderful language made for the poet who wants to embrace meanings by 
means of language. No wonder Ezra Pound studied Chinese. I’m sure you’ve all seen examples 
of it, but [writing on board] this, for example, is a tree. Well, that’s very simple. It looks like a 
tree. There’s the ground, the roots; that’s above ground. The sun originally was like that, a 
picture of the sun, but then Chinese becomes stylized and so “sun” turns into this character. 
Now, when I write the word “east,” I will make it like this. When you see the sun rising behind 
the tree, you know it is east. That says “east.” Well, it doesn’t say “east.” It is east! Chinese 
embraces what is said. It doesn’t merely spell it out. 
 
So, we could go on and on. For example, that is the word for “eye.” Well, it used to be a picture 
of an eye, a very complex picture. But then, where is the eye? E-y-e. Now, you put two running 
legs on it, and you get the verb “to see.” Well, what is vision, except a running eye? An eye that 
runs from here way down the highway. Or way down the coast. So, that is quite different from 
spelling something out. Here is the word for “mouth.” Well, it looks like a mouth. Now, here is 
the word for “bird.” This is “bird.” But when I write a mouth beside a bird, what I am saying is—
I am using the verb “sing.” So-and-so, the famous baritone soloist, sang. And if I’m writing that 
in Chinese, that’s the verb I’ll use. A mouth beside a bird. What else do you think of but singing? 
It says “singing.” This sign [still writing] is a gate. You can see it. I must admit, it looks like an 
old-fashioned barroom, but these are swinging gates. Now, you can put all kinds of things inside 
these gates. You can put an eye inside that gate, and that means “peeping.” Or you can put an 
ear inside this gate, and that means “overhearing.” I found with Archibald MacLeish one day, 
we were talking about Chinese and he said, “Yes, I have studied Chinese, and when I wrote my 
poem ‘Ars Poetica’ I tried to make a series of Chinese characters.” And “… all the history of grief 
/ An open [sic] doorway and a maple leaf.”8 Archibald MacLeish. “Ars Poetica.” And what is this: 
to make a gate, an open doorway, put inside it a maple leaf, and he said, that means grief. And 
he ends the poem, remember: “A poem must not mean, but be.” A poet must not mean, but 
be. 
 
So, [still writing] that is a roof. This is a woman. This is a visual, a picture of a pelvic bone. I don’t 
know what happens, but you see that, you say, “woman.” Now, I will write the word for 
“peace.” One woman, under the roof, is “peace.” [laughter] […] I will write you, in Chinese, I will 
write you “discordia.” That’s the Chinese word for “discord.” [laughter] [HUNTLEY returns to 
microphone] So… our Western languages, then… sorry, doc… Our Western languages are not 
the only languages that try, with our poets, to do this sort of thing. And at the very end, many 
of you have studied Zen, many of you know Japanese poetry, but this is, I think, an example par 
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excellence of how the Zen poet tries never to express a thing, never to describe a thing, but in 
his poem just to be that thing. And he believes that life consists of dilemmas; that to be born is 
to be born into dilemmas, and how are you going to resolve dilemmas? Dilemmas are these 
disparates that tug at our souls. 
 
Well, you cannot resolve dilemmas by logic, only by some mysterious gift of imagination and of 
spirit. Your poet or your Japanese artist will cut right through the dilemma, and the dilemma 
will immediately resolve. The most famous Japanese poem of all—you may know it—is that one 
about the frog: “Furuike ya kawazu tobikomu mizu no oto.” I’ll say it again: “Furuike ya kawazu 
tobikomu mizu no oto.”9 Ancient pond; frog jumps, [makes plop noise]. I’ll say it again. “Ancient 
pond; frog jumps, plop.” That’s beautiful, beautiful. You say that to the next Japanese you 
meet, tears will stream down his eyes, because you have quoted to him the most famous single 
poem that exists in the entire literature of Japan. I have seen a commentary of seven volumes 
explaining that poem. I won’t go into it now. [laughter] But it is an illustration of concors 
discordia or discordia concors. Bashô is the most famous poet of Japan. He was walking along 
the street one day and he came to a haunted house; this house couldn’t be rented because the 
people had committed suicide who had rented it before. The people before that, the little child 
fell down the well and was drowned; the people before that got separated… oh, it’s a terrible 
house; nobody would rent it. The house is falling to pieces. Bashô the poet is walking past the 
house and he’s thinking in terms of disparates: the past versus the present, the silence of the 
house versus the noise of the street in which the house resides, the inanimation of the house 
and the animation of my own feelings, oh, we could go describing all of these discords that 
dwelled in the poet’s soul as he sees this house, and then suddenly a woodpecker lights and 
[taps on the podium]. Bashô looks at the woodpecker, and like every Japanese poet, he seizes 
on that image to bring the disparates together, and he makes a poem. “Oh, haunted house, and 
on your posts, a woodpecker tapping out the speech of ghosts.” Haunted house, and on your 
posts, a woodpecker tapping out the speech of ghosts. And he listens, and he understands, and 
the discord is turned into harmony. 
 
The other day we were up on Mt. Hood at least as far as the lodge, and I thought of a poem by 
Bashô, when Bashô was climbing Mt. Fuji and he said, “Can a mountain be so high? From where 
I rested, I looked down and saw larks fly.” Can a mountain be so high? From where I… the 
disparates, into a kind of concord. And so, we started out, you remember, with metaphor and 
symbol and emblem, and the kind of speech that tries to illustrate or bind or embrace what it 
says, and then we went on in the middle part to discuss two patterns of this discors concordia, 
the pagan, Empedoclean, and the Platonic, Christian, both of them perfectly legitimate. One 
perhaps not better than the other, although in my soul I prefer the Platonic Christian used by 
the metaphysical poets to the Empedoclean classical used by Dryden and Pope, but there are 
two patterns of it. And finally, we ended with some more universal means of using language to 
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reconcile the disharmonies into harmonies. And this, then, becomes my speech. I remember 
how I was starting with a story about mummies, and what is more discordant than life and 
death itself? And yet, it took a John Donne to talk in language that sounds like this: “…Round 
earth’s imagined corners, / Blow ye trumpets, and / Arise, arise from death / You numberless 
infinities / Of souls, and to your scattered bodies go.”10 Thank you. 
 
[applause; program ends] 
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